Southward, far o'er the vale,

Blue hills are faint to be seen

Through the bands of rain which the soft west wind

Drifts gently before it.

Thus night falls, holy and calm,
Instinct with the stillness of God.

Slowly, from over the darkening waters,
An eagle wings its way home to the crag,
As a soul that wings its way home
To the safety and strength of God.

ACROSS the silent lake, deep-shadowed,
The giant tempest-clouds sweep up,
Deep living purple, with the lightning-flash
Quick and ecstatic in their gloomy bosom:

Soon God's good gift of rain,
In solid ceaseless mass,

Will blot the world from sight, from sound, from know-
ledge,
In one impenetrable, viewless torrent:

O Father, Who in quiet lake and clamant storm
Indwellest mightily and lovingly Thy world,
Dwell also, with Thy power and majesty and love,
In this dull heart of mine.
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